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from the majority of his hearers. But it was not
always so. His audiences have varied In numbers
from ten to ten thousand, and in attitude from
riotous hostility to ecstatic applause. It is a far
cry Indeed to the days when he would set out from
his working class home on a Saturday night
catching a late train to the North of England or
Scotland, literally carrying the Red Flag with him
under his arm> ready to set It up in the market
place of a distant village or town and with the
aid of one or two local stalwarts preach the gospel
of socialism.

At one period we lived within fifty yards of the
Great Eastern Railway where it passed through Bow,
and many a time have we waited eagerly for his
express train to thunder past our windows. We used
to wave our handkerchiefs and he would poke the
red flag through the carriage window* There were
so many of us at our window that I, being one of
the youngest, rarely got a sight of the flag itself and
had to make do with the reports of the elder ones
who monopolised the best positions- In our own
house we were almost ecstatic; but how father
explained his strange behaviour to his fellow pass-
engers I do not know.

It Is good for us at least to know that in 1933 he
hasn't to travel so far to get a hearing for his message.
Could he have known in 1887 that nearly fifty years
later he would sit In a luxurious room In the heart
of London and, under the auspices of the British
Broadcasting Corporation* address as many millions